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Johnny sinks on the beanbag which he'd scrunched up against the wall in the van, enjoying a hiatus in the 


exclusive space he shares with some of his close mates, whom he is also lucky enough to be working with. 


No particular thoughts interrupt him, and tomorrow's gruelling schedule would just have to wait for tomorrow. 
Everything's fine with Johnny, probably helped by the fact he drank a little before tonight's gig to create some 
inner tension of the motivating sort before going on stage, and some liquor after the gig since he was feeling 


particularly celebratory. 


He wraps his mind around one of his favourite melodies as of late - the recently completed and soundchecked 
There Is A Light That Never Goes Out. His fingers move reflexively when he remembers every stage of 
creating the melody, its sonic landscapes that were still freshly imprinted in him and the cushioned space 
beneath him almost sending him into the sweetest power-nap - although he never completely switches off, not 


really. 


He can clearly hear Morrissey fumbling with something a few steps away from him, though it registers to 


him he knows all that without even looking in the other man's direction 


Johnny decides that since he's doing nothing anyway, doing nothing with Moz would be twice as good. He moves 
to down to the mattress, which until now had only been occupied by Morrissey - who is lying on his stomach, 
gazing inside a notebook.. No - Johnny mentally corrects himself - a dary. It's a fancy-looking one, too, with a 
detailed illustration of a tabby cat on the binding. Morrissey's holding a pen in his hand, though he stays 
completely still, looking picturesque with his glasses and his fingers gripping the pen over the paper 
motionlessly. He sucks his lip back, more out of concentration than feeling he's being looked at. 


Johnny briefly reflects on the fact he'd heard something before, but it couldn't have been the rustling sound 
of pen on paper - he wouldn't have noticed it, and the other sound was much less subtle - he thought he 
knew what it sounds like, but he couldn't place it at all in his mind 


"What are you writing, Mozza? Lyrics? Or um.. Poetry?" Johnny leans back on his arms close to Morrissey's 
arm, a decision away from reaching and stroking the other man's arm, which he could see himself doing in his 


mind's eye. 


"No. Not this time." Morrissey says, looking a bit antsy in his reaction. "In fact, I'm quite busy right now," he 


says, with a resurgence of confidence. 


“Alright, I'll leave you to it," Johnny replies, in a sarcastic manner which screams frustration over being left 
out. Its not as if Morrissey needs to shield himself from Johnny, is it? They're mates. "You know, | just 
thought we could chat for a while, you could go back to your writing later. | haven't seen you write anything 
since | got here," he admits frankly. 


"Call Angie when we get back to the hotel. It wouldn't be too long," Morrissey muses with the same serious 
expression he had on before, when he was writing. "You'd have better luck chatting to her, you must have a 
lot of things to say to each other. Not only that, she'd be pleased to hear the sound of your voice," he says - 
weighing his words carefully and intently. 


"Sure, I'll talk to her," Johnny huffs, feeling agitated. There was something out of place with the last part of 
the conversation - a short conversation as it was. They talk about Johnny's relationship with Angie from time 
to time but they never go too deep,though Morrissey's been nothing but supportive of them. Now Moz is 
being awkward and snippy with him - Johnny doesn't get it, but it makes him uncomfortable nonetheless. 


"You're getting married," Morrissey mentions, with an air of aloofness towards that fact. 


"Yeah," Johnny says, trying to act stoic about it, but feeling even more pressed. He wonders if Morrissey was 
criticizing him on the matter, though he had no reason to. 


Even though Johnny has been over the moon about being engaged, he is unhappy about the fact Morrissey 
was using it to bait him and put a strain on the relationship he had with Moz. 


Perhaps Morrissey doesn't mean it; Johnny knows that touring's taken its toll on all of them - each for their 


own reasons - but what they all share is a level of discomfort about being away from their respective homes. 


While others have been coping (or making it worse) through drinking or drugs, Morrissey just lets his lack of 


comfort fester into bitterness - which at times seems the most poisonous of them all. 


Morrissey simply purses his lips back and nods, saying nothing, though he takes one more earnest look at 


Johnny. 


Johnny turns back, now determined to at least try and catch that nap since his ability to create enough 


distraction for himself in the van is limited - he'd punch a wall by now, if were given the privacy. 


He turns on his side. even though he needs to curl up in a funny way, the beanbag isn't too small to contain 


him. 


About a minute later, he can hear Morrissey talk to the driver, and then Andy walks over and says something 
to Moz, and Morrissey probably listens because Andy doesn't stop himself, he keeps talking. 


Johnny doesn't listen, though, he can do with a bit of quiet from Moz's side at the moment. 


When he gets back to the hotel he calls Angie - he knows itll help take his mind off things. 


In the small hours of the night, after doing anything except going to sleep - including watching some mind- 


numbing infomercials - Johnny gets a phonecall to his hotel room. 

"JJJoh-nny, | thi-nk | ma-ay have done some-thing si-i-lly." - the voice on the other end slurs. 

Johnny recognizes the voice, and his gut feeling sends him into panic-mode. "Don't talk, I'll be right over. Just 
check that the door is unlocked," he says, waiting for approval, then hanging up once he got it. It's good that 


they're all on the same floor, Johnny tells himself. 


He arrives breathily and barges in, looking at Morrissey leaning on the wall. "I'm not feeling too well," he tells 


Johnny - still with some difficulty to speak. 


Johnny slides on the floor, facing Morrissey. "What happened?" He asks weakly. 


Morrissey considers the matter briefly, and decides not to be too upfront about what he's about to tell 


Johnny. "l'm sorry," he says. 


"About what?" Johnny asks, his tone as weak and vulnerable as before. Then he recalls everything that had 
happened on the tourbus a few hours ago. "It's alright to be unkind sometimes, Moz. You're human. If | knew 


what was bothering you, | would've probably reacted differently.” 


"No, no." Morrissey looks down and shakes his head, far from appeased. "I'm sorry about what | did now," he 


stresses. 


Johnny puts his hand on Moz's shoulder. "You called me in the middle of the night just to apologise. It takes 
guts." 


"You wouldn't admire my guts if you'd just listen to what | have to say to you," Morrissey replies impatiently, 


Tensing his shoulders. "I've done something very cowardly." 


"And you've been skirting around the subject for a while now," Johnny says, definitely sensing something's up 


now. "What did you do?!" 


‘Its those pills," Morrissey tilted his head upwards to gesture in the general direction of a bottle over the 
nightstand. "| don't know if I'm getting drowsy, or maybe l'm just slipping into a coma.. No, | would've been gone 


by now if I'd taken too much. | couldn't do it" He stops and looks at Johnny seriously. 


| thought it would make me feel better - and for a few moments it did, | felt like I've set a goal, and | was 
going for it." He paused again, and says, "but some things | just can't let go of, and | realised | was letting go - 
so it stopped me from carrying through." 


Johnny grabs Morrissey's arm, yanking him up. "Alright, you twat" He bangs his head against Morrissey's, 
causing Morrissey to groan and hold his hand to cover his own face. "You sound perfectly fine and lucid to me, 
but | don't know about the medical ramifications of this, so I'll take you to Emergency. Just so you'd know, if 
something had happened to you, it would have totally ruined everything." 


‘lm sure you would've found another singer who could suit my vocal range," Morrissey replies. 
"Bollocks. Is that all | am to you now, a colleague?! Then let's keep it that way. Don't talk to me. There could be 


no one like you, for better or for worse," Johnny says, turning his head in embarrassment so the other man 


won't see he is getting all misty-eyed. 


A few weeks later in Manchester, Johnny wakes up almost every day from horrible nightmares, all to do with 


what might've happened to Morrissey - and then Johnny finding him dead, and then Johnny standing at the 


funeral. 


He wakes up emotionally wrecked each time. Usually he'd end up being comforted by someone, or find 


something to do during the day. 


One afternoon, the doorbell rings. It takes Johnny a little while to get there, and Morrissey is getting anxious, 
folding his arms over his chest. "Johnny!" He calls out, fearing he might not let him in. 


Johnny opens the door, knowing fully well who's standing on the other side. He finds Morrissey huddling himself 
from the cold, and his coat getting damper. "What are you doing out here with no umbrella, eh?! You'll catch a 
cold," Johnny scolds him, ushering him in with his hand on Morrissey's back. It sounds like something their 
mums would say, so he smirks. "But you wanted to kill yourself, so what's a bit of rain and sleet?" He adds, 
though it's obvious to both he's just teasing. 


"Your coats rubbish, you need a new one," Johnny says, taking the wing of Morrissey's coat in his hand and 
brushing his fingers over it. "It looks alright, as an accessory - but it's not good for the weather. I'll get you 
one like mine." 

"You mean, your tan coat with the soft yellow lining and fluffy cuffs?" Morrissey asks curiously. 

"Ah, yeah, that's the one." Johnny replies. 

Morrissey snorts. "| can't wear it. I'm perfectly incapable of wearing anything fluffy. Maybe jumpers, do they 
count? But | go for the clear-cut ones. Though, you wear it well. It looks good on you. You have a boyish, but 
masculine look, you can have more fun with it. | can pull off one or two looks, with some success." 


"Um.. Thanks." Johnny smiles graciously, looking down because he feels Morrissey's eyes on him. 


"You're welcome, | was just being honest." He squeezes Johnny's shoulder, sighing in an afterthought. "How's 


everything going?" 

"You better not ask," Johnny replies half-heartedly, grimacing a little. "No, it's alright, | guess. I'm doing good. | 
know we both don't want to get to the cheesy part of this conversation where | go, ‘How are you Mozza, doing 
alright", but if you need to talk, I'm here." 

"No," Morrissey says, seeming to enjoy the satisfaction of opting out so much he was smiling. 


"Alright, have a seat," Johnny says. "I was going to make a cup of tea in the kitchen, would you like one?" 


"Sure," Morrissey says, and Johnny goes to make them tea. He knows how Morrissey likes his - it wouldn't be 
the first time he makes him a cuppa. 


Johnny returns with a tray of tea and biscuits, and puts his hand on Morrissey. "Your hand is cold," Johnny 


comments, looking at Morrissey. 


Johnny is touching me, Morrissey thinks to himself, wondering what Johnny's specific motive might be. He think 
maybe Johnny's still scared from what had happened. 


"So.. Are you sure you don't want to talk?" Johnny pokes Morrissey gently about it again, feeling that the 


other man might indeed need a listening ear. 


"That's over and done with," Morrissey says sombrely. "| had my chance to do it, and | screwed it up. I'm not 
going to try again, and fail twice." 


Johnny thinks it might have not been a good idea to ask Moz if he wants to talk He doesn't feel all too 
comfortable talking about it himself right now. Still, it's good to know he's talking to a non-suicidal Moz at the 


moment, if those words are to be taken for truth. 


"I have something for you, though," Morrissey says, going to get his bag and taking out his diary, opening it on 
the last page. Its a list of people, each name is written thickly in caps and underlined. It starts with his 
mother, and the last recipient is Johnny. There's a personal message written for each. 


| don't think | could read it now, but | appreciate the thought," Johnny says, and it takes every bit of strength 
for him to to say it. He knows he doesn't mean the latter part of what he just said - he doesn’t understand 
how Morrissey thinks a letter would be able to explain what he was about to do to himself. It infuriates 
Johnny. 


“There is one thing I'd like to say, though," Morrissey says. "I regret those things | said. | know how much she 
means to you, and | know you'll make each other happy. It would've been wiser if | chose different words to 


explain what | meant to say to you that night." 


"Moz," Johnny says seriously. "You don't have to explain. | realised pretty early on that there are some 
differences between us. You see it from your own perspective - | won't lie to you and say | understand it, but 
| accept it. We're in completely different places in our lives now, with me getting married and you being 
unpartnered. It was bound to cause some tension. Don't feel sorry about it, | probably should've seen it 


coming." 
It wasn't your fault," Morrissey says. 
"But | didn't do much to help, did |? | had my own things to take care of," Johnny argues. 


"There was nothing you could have done," Morrissey says. "It takes so much more for me to be happy. Not 


even that, to be content. To find value in what | already have." 


Johnny looks into Morrissey's big blue eyes, stroking his shoulders and back soothingly. Morrissey can't help 
but smile back at Johnny and gaze at him adoringly. Johnny in turn strokes Morrissey's hair gently with an 


aptly tender expression 
"So what do ya want for Christmas?!" Johnny inquires, glad to see his friend back 


"For it to stop snowing," Morrissey said, "I only like virgin snow. Or for it to snow so heavily everyone would 
just stay at home and do nothing all day. No jobs or tedium. The whole structure of society will crumble, and 


will eventually die out." 
Johnny smirks at him. 
"What do you want for Christmas?" Morrissey asks. 


‘Ive already got what | want," Johnny says with a mischievous glint. "| got my singer back," he says, recalling 


what Morrissey said to him then 

| heard he's a twat," Morrissey says self-consciously, replying in the same coin 

"He is. But there isn't, nor will there ever be, anyone like him." 

"Are you sure?" Morrissey ask, suddenly touched by the sentiment of what Johnny had said to him. 
TRR 

"| love you, Johnny." 


"Likewise," Johnny says. He know it sounds half-hearted, but he means it with all his heart. 


